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One Sunday morning after a very bad night I
could not get out of bed. The warder came
in and I told him I was ill."

" 'You had better get up,' he said; but I
couldn't take the good advice.

" 'I can't,' I replied, *you must do what you
like with me.'

"Half an hour later the doctor came and
looked in at the door. He never came near me;
he simply called out:

" 'Get up; no malingering; you're all right.
You'll be punished if you don't get up,' and he
went away.

"I had to get up. I was very weak; I fell off
my bed while dressing, and bruised myself; but
I got dressed somehow or other, and then I had
to go with the rest to chapel, where they sing
hymns, dreadful hymns all out of tune in praise
of tHeir pitiless God.

"I could hardly stand up; everything kept
disappearing and coming back faintly: and sud-
denly I must have fallen....." He put his

hand to his head. "I woke up feeling a pain in
this ear. I was in the infirmary with a warder
by me. My hand rested on a clean white sheet;
it was like heaven. I could not help pushing
my toes against the sheet to feel it, it was so
smooth and cool and clean. The nurse with kind
eyes said to me: